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But I Had To » Grind Him Up 


emember in 
the old mov- 
ies, when the de- 
tective would gothe 
stylish home of the 
beautiful, mysteri- 
ous woman, to 
question her in the 
investigation sur- 
rounding the mur- 





der of her husband 
Charles? 

“I can’t imag- 
ine who would 
want to hurt 
Charles,” she 


would say. “He was 
such a kind and 
gentle man.” 

And we would 
know something 

was wrong, and the 
detective would 
search, and probe, 
and investigate, 
and finally he 
would find out... 
that Charles was an alcoholic, a gun-lover, a man 
who liked to humiliate his wife in public, a collector 
of sadistic porno, and the kind of guy who would kick 
a dog. Time to go talk to the beautiful, mysterious 
widow again, right? 

“You hated Charles!” the detective would finally 
say. “He hit you, he tormented you, he despised you, 
and you felt trapped. You hated him, didn’t you?” 

And then the woman would break down. “Yes! 
Okay, yes! I did hate him! And I enjoyed killing him!” 

And then we would know this lady was going to 
jail forever. All you had to do was find a motive, and 
you solved the crime. 

Not anymore, though. 

If you made one of those flicks today, the big final 
scene would go like this: 





Hapless Paolo is eaten by a major household appliance in The Refrigerator. 


“You hated Charles! He hit you, he tormented 
you, and you struck back at him, didn’t you?” 

“Yes! I struck back! I killed him! I felt trapped!” 

“Okay! Well, youhada a good reason. Just don’t do 
it again, okay?” 

In other words, there’s no such thing as a motive 
for a crime anymore—at least not in real life. There’s 
only a bunch of reasons that you were victimized, 
until it got so bad that the only way out was to 
commit a felony. You can kill your husband, then be 


on Oprah a year later, saying, “Well, in retrospect, I 


see now that I was not in control of my life. He was 
in control of my life. And I struck out against that 
power.” 

“Let’s see now, Ms. Witherspoon, I understand 
that you drilled a hole through his skull with a Black - 


and Decker power tool, is that correct?” 
“Yes, maam.” 





Peter Justinius likes to hang around the fridge, confusing the Yuppies. 


“Excuse me for saying this, but it seems a little 
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unconventional.” 

“What you have to understand is that I was 
under a lot of pressure, caused by being a prisoner in 
his house. He controlled every aspect of my life.” 

“Except your access to power tools, of course.” 

“Yes, maam.” 

And then, most amazing of all, they have these 
psychologists who come on the shows, and testify at 
trials, saying, “Well, she was driven to this by a 
horrible man. You can’t really hold her responsible 
for her actions.” 

And people buy this. 

Listen, ladies, call 911, okay? I’m surprised I 
have to tell you this. 

Speaking of scary modern trends, The Refrigera- 
tor is about a Yuppie couple from Ohio who move to 
the Lower East Side of New York City where they get 
an apartment for 200 bucks a month—and don’t 
think anything is wrong. 

Oh, okay, there are a few things wrong. The 
plumbing is old and leaky. There’s a draft coming 
from under the sink. Drug dealers stand out on the 
street in front of the building. You have to walk up 
six flights. And, oh yeah, the refrigerator chews 
people up and squeezes all the blood out of their 
bodies and turns them into zombies and sends them 
to hell. 

Of course, only the wife notices. The husband is 
too busy with his career. He thinks all she needs is 
a few Valium. She thinks all she needs is a starring 


role on Broadway. Both of them 
have a lot of nightmares where 
fog rolls across the floor and they 
walk into the kitchen and talk to 
sinister little men hiding behind 
the Aunt Jemima pancake mix. 
It’s bad enough when Paolo the 
plumber’s assistant disappears. 
But when Mom comes to check 
out the apartment and gets 
chewed into bacon bits, it’s time to 
run over to the homeless shanty 
where the neighborhood voodoo 
woman communes with spirits 
and find out what the heck is go- 
ing on. 

It’s one of those flicks that’s 
trying a little too hard to be a cult 
movie. A major household appli- 
ance can only be so scary, and 
then you start wishing they’d cho- 
sen something different, like a 
demonic Naugahyde sofa. Fun to 
watch, but about as terrifying as chicken noodle 
soup. 

Six dead bodies. Multiple zombies. Multiple 
aardvarking. Head rolls. Butcher knife in the back. 


ooo 


Ultimately, kind flamenco-dancing Bolivian 
plumber Angel Caban is Julia’s salvation in 
the big city. 


Julia McNeal gets a little suspicious when her husband, David 
Simonds, turns into a zombie-faced corporate drone who de- 
cides to feed her to the refrigerator. 












A Ag 


Leg-chomping. Blender face-chewing. Hand rolls: 
Haagen-Dazs Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for David Simonds, as the weirdbeard Yuppie 
husband who says “Come here, my sly little fish” and 
“I am the waffle maker!”; Angel Caban, as the fla- 
menco-dancing Bolivian plumber; Phyllis Sanz, as 
the voodoo woman who spouts things like “You must 
be strong—do not breed in weakness” and other 
inscrutable wisdom; Julia McNeal, as the daydream- 
ing housewife/actress who packs a mean plunger; 
and Nicholas Jacobs, the writer/director, for the line 
“Few young men share your enthusiasm for gourmet 
cheese.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 
Pacific. 

June 11: Bikini Summer IT: Jessica Hahn is a nympho- 
maniac Home Shopping Network addict who rolls around her 
bed all day dressed in Victoria’s Secret lingerie, fantasizing 
about Jeff Conaway. Conaway directed this from his original 
story of two sisters who wear bikinis all the time and decide to 
bring a homeless couple home to live with them. The homeless 
guy plays guitar and sings lame love songs, but their dad, who 
spends all day being tied up by a big-breasted dominatrix who 
is also the Los Angeles district attorney, kicks them out of the 
house for having a pool party and damaging his golf clubs. So 
they open a night club and “party down.” Two stars. (Second 
feature: Dance of the Damned: Cyril O’Reilly is a sensitive 
vampire who preys on the fringes of society. One night he 
latches onto guilt-ridden, suicidal topless dancer Starr 
Andreeff, and the two of them fall in love as they delay the hour 
of her death. Three stars.) 

June 18: Prince of the Sun. (Second feature: Ulterior 
Motives.) 

June 25: Totally Exposed. (Second feature: Animal In- 
stinct.) 


Even if you follow all Brenda Venus’ ‘Secrets of Seduction’... 


You ll Still End Up with Ami 


ve been reading this best-seller called Secrets of 
Seduction: How To Be the Best Lover Your Woman 
Ever Had, which right away gets depressing, be- 
cause it implies that, if you’re reading the book, you 
already have a woman. Don’t they realize that only 
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kissing. 









Rhodes Scholar kidnappers Peter DeLuise and William 
Lucking can’t decide whether to go out for Thai food or slap 
rich-girl hostage Ami Dolenz aorund a little bit, in the 
outstanding action-comedy-growing-up-tearjerker-and-ev- 
erything-else movie, Rescue Me. 

lonely guys read books like this? 

Anyhow, it’s by this woman named Brenda Ve- 
nus, which I don’t know about you, but the name 
sounds like somebody who works with a snake in the 
Trocadero Lounge in Reno. But she describes herself 
as an “actress/dancer/model”—a triple threat—who 
lives in Beverly Hills and was once “a close friend 
and confidante of Henry Miller in his later years.” If 
you know what she means, and I think you do. 

Okay. I read the whole dang thing. And here’s 
my observation about all books like this, but espe- 
cially this one. 

First of all, it’s too dang much to remember. How 
can you keep 150 rules in your head? And even if you 
could, they’re all opposites. 

On one page she tells us dunderhead guys to 
always be perfectly groomed, because there’s noth- 
ing that’s more of a turn-off to a woman than a 
stinkmeister. She says buy those little electric 
doohickeys that you stick in your nose and ears. She 
goes into armpits, shaving, hair, cologne—the whole 
nine yards. 

And then, fifty pages later, she says never be too 
concerned about your appearance. There’s nothing 
that’s more of a turn-off to a woman than a guy 
looking in the mirror and caring what he looks like. 
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Well, which is it, honey? 

Another thing she says is, “Never ask permis- 
sion.” Women don’t like mealy-mouthed weenies 
mooning around em, waiting for a signal to start 


And then, fifty pages later, she 
says, “Never do anything until you’re 
absolutely certain it’s what a woman 
wants.” But don’t ask for this infor- 
mation. In other words, you're sup- 
posed to pick it up from her musky 
scent or something. 

To which I say, what if you're just 
stupid? What if you go sniff sniff sniff, 
look into her eyes, and choose the 
wrong dang thing? What do you do? 
Say “Oh, sorry, I thought you were 
asking me to ravish you. In retro- 
spect, I can see that was the signal to 
take you out for a ravioli dinner.” 

And the book is full of this stuff. 
Send gifts, but don’t send too many 
gifts. Send flowers, but don’t keep 
sending flowers. Always compliment 
her outfit, but never say anything 
you don’t mean. (What if her outfit 
sucks?) Whenever youre having din- 


ner, always give her your complete undivided atten- 
tion, but never stare at her. (Now I'll be a basket case: 
“Whoops! Better change eye position here. She might 
think I’m staring.”) Always “act like it’s the first 
time,” but “be in control.” (Evidently it’s been years 
since this woman had a “first time.” “Control” is not 
a word you normally associate with “first time.”) 

And my favorite—if she screams at you, it’s 
because of a hundred things you’ve already done 
leading up to the time she screams at you. My 
question: Why didn’t you scream on the first ninety- 
nine instead of waiting to nuke me? 

In other words, way too complicated for me. If I 
really started thinking about this stuff, it would be a 
full-time job. 

That’s the point, isn’t it? 

A full-time job. 

Brenda, you sneaky rascal you. 

And speaking of women who know how to wrap 
you into a pretzel without you ever figuring it out, 
Ami Dolenz is the star of Rescue Me, and this little 
gal (what is she? four-foot-seven?) is making a whole 
new B-movie career out of playing the smart-mouth 
little rich-girl bitch princess. In this flick she’s a 
cheerleader Prairie Queen at a Nebraska high school 
who drives the yearbook photographer and school 


nerd Stephen Dorff crazy every time 
he sees her. In fact, he starts follow- 
ing her around, taking her picture 
all the time, until he accidentally 
gets photos of her being kidnapped 
by a couple of Beavis-and-Butthead 
crooks, and pretty soon he’s driving 
cross-country on a motorcycle with 
grizzled Vietnam vet Michael 
Dudikoff, stopping at whorehouses 
to Grow Up, exchanging a whole lot 
of gunfire, and basically doing the 
Thelma & Louise thing but without 
any women along to screw it up. 

The great thing about watching 
men in a road picture is that you 
know they might do many things, 
but they would never drive into the 
Grand Canyon. 

It’s a really decent one—kind of 
an action/adventure/comedy/teen nookie/road movie 
with a few crying scenes tossed in. 

Three dead bodies. One chemistry-lab fire. Four 
shootouts. One motor vehicle chase, with crash. 
Gratuitous pep rally. Gratuitous Dee Wallace-Stone. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Ami 
Dolenz, as the kidnapped cheerleader, for saying 
“My father will pay a lot for me—he owns the bank” 
and “So what kind of car do you drive?”; Michael 
Dudikoff, in one of his best performances, as the 
Nam vet who says “Now you kissed a girl, kid—the 





Stephen Dorff spends the whole movie trying 
to find out why high school boys always fall in 
love with airheads like Ami Dolenz. 





The kidnappers get a little upset when the hooded hostage 
jumps out of the trunk prematurely. Zaniness ensues. 


rest is all downhill”; Peter DeLuise, as the dimwit 
kidnapper who explains why he has an unconscious 
woman over his shoulder by saying “She just got 
Rolfed”; Kimberly Kates, as the hooker with a heart 
of lust, who says “I like watching a man eat good”; 
and Stephen Dorff, as the yearbook photographer 
who says “I know exactly who I am! I’m the geek 
who’s gotten straight A’s since the third grade who 
still can’t get a girl to kiss him!” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it 
away at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to 
the first person who asks for it. He gives it to the first 
person he notices who asks for it. This means what- 
ever letter happens to be at the top of the stack 
whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to be 
specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Buttons 

A Woman To Die For, Children of the Corn: The Final 
Sacrafice, Stephanie button, Betty Page (6), Flying Saucers 
Over Hollywood, Don’t Panic!, Bored in the USA!, Critters 2, 
A Nightmare on Elm Street 2, A Nightmare on Elm Street 3, 
Tremors, Bon Jovi, RATT, Total Recall, Flat Duo Jets, 
Misery is coming!, Night of the Living Dead, Action Jackson, 
Who is Darkman?, We’ve Got Fun For Everyone, LMNOP. 

Hats 

To Be The Best, how u like menow, The Movie Channel 
visor, Baseball caps—Arcadia Auto Parts, Brisket Cases, 
black and orange hat, San Francisco hat. 

Bumper Stickers 

[Support VVA (Vietnam Veterans of America), RoboCop 
3 Back on Duty, Sepultura, The Addams Family, If 10% Is 
Good Enough For Jesus...It Oughta Be Enough For Uncle 
Sam! Ray Stevens (4), 92 WICB Ithaca (10), Free America or 
Drug-Free America, I Seen "Em Too!, Pothead Man, 101.9 
WDET, WJRZ 100.1, KRQR 97.3 FM The Rocker, Live 
Forever—Win a Million Dollars, Greetings from Bakersfield, 
Ca., Titty Bingo, D.A.M.M. (Drunks Against Mad Mothers). 


Reviews by the Camp Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


HE LAUGHING, LEERING 
LAMPOONING LURES OF 
DAVID F. FRIEDMAN 


“Great” “often hilarious” “barrage” of 18 “unapologetically 
sleazy” “coming attractions” trailers “with a great sense of hu- 
mor,” all from the legendary exploitation producer and “porn 
auteur.” Most of them are from “adults only” titles from the sixties 
like The Brick Doll House (1967). Among the funniest are The 
Long, Swift Sword of Siegfriend, featuring Sybil Danning 
nekkid; The Lustful Turk, featuring “a hero who looks gay to me”; 
Space Thing, a “pre-Flesh Gordon sci-fi adventure; Brand of 
Shame (1968), which “appears to feature Marsha Jordan from 
Lady Godiva Rides going quite a bit further,” and Love Camp 7, 
“an exploitation flick about Nazi sex slaves, featuring preposter- 
ous narration like ‘Love Camp 7 was actually filmed on location 
where the story took place. It is without a doubt the most total and 
complete study in reality this theater has ever had the privilege 
to present to its patrons.” “This is great social history. You can 
see the progress from relatively clean 
‘roughies’ through ‘men in boxer shorts 
sex films’ through hardcore.” “The writing 
on these trailers is tremendous. It makes 
watching this thing a blast.” “This tape 
makes me want to see each and every one 
of these unique Friedman films in their 


entirety.” “Friedman’s hucksterist ad copy 94-89 Classic 
is peerless: ‘Every string on your emo- 88-84 Excellent 
tional harp will be plucked!” “It’s hard to 89.80 Decent 


believe these are trailers for actual mov- 
ies. Some of them run 10 minutes long.” 
Best line (from The Erotic Adventures of 
Zorro): “But when you do what I want you 
to do, you'll still be a virgin. Fear not— 
relief is just a swallow away!” Ten dead 
bodies. 526 breasts. Full frontal nudity. 
Multiple aardvarking. Corkscrew to the 
throat. Bullet in the head. Jewish Indians. 
Spanking. Whipping. Hanging. Branding. 
Necrophilia. Featured: Stuart Lan- 
caster, Phil Latio, John Alderton, Bob 
Cresse. [To order, send $23 and a statement that you're 18 or 
older to Something Weird Video, P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 
98155. 1992.] Overall rating: 93. 


LYING SAUCERS OVER HOLLYWOOD: 
THE PLAN 9 COMPANION 


“Fascinating, priceless” “really fun” “loving documentary” of 
“camcorder quality” on the legendary “anti-masterpiece” from 
the fifties, Plan 9 From Outer Space, and the beloved transvestite 
writer/director who created it, Ed Wood, Jr., featuring inter- 
views with dozens of people, highlighted by the actress Vampira 
(real name Maila Nurmi), “a regular riot” who “comes across as 
astonishingly well-read, well spoken and remarkably quick- 
witted—a fascinating woman in her own right.” Both Vampira 
and Valda Hansen “speak in bizarre spiritual terms about 
Wood’s influence on their lives.” Also interviewed are Gregory 
Walcott, Harry Thomas (in a “priceless” but “endless” segment 
where he reminisces about his “makeup design” for Plan 9), Carl 
Anthony, Conrad Brooks, Paul Marco (who played Kelton 
the cop and “always seems to think Plan 9 hinges on his perfor- 
mance”), Mrs. Tom Mason, and Harry Medved, who first 
named Plan 9 the worst movie in history, and “is still ajerk—even 
though he tries not to be.” Lee Harris narrates, and has “a good 
voice for this kind of thing,” although he occasionally does 
“amateurish standups that slow the movie down,” as the crew 
visits Quality Studios, where Plan 9 was filmed, plus never- 





Official Rating 
System 
100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Camp Records 
Highest rating: 94 (The Graduate, 1967). 


Lowest rating: 68 
(Chipmunks at the Movies, 1992). 


before-seen scenes from Wood’s first movie, Crossroads of Laredo, 
plus various footage featuring Wood at home and directing. 
Additional commentary comes from “Mister Monster himself” 
Forrest J. Ackerman, A.C. Stephens, Rudolph Grey (“seems 
to be reading from a script in his lap”), Tony Randel, Bill 
Warren, Joe Dante, and director Sam Raimi, who “does a fair 
Groucho Marx impression” and is a “scream” as he recreates Tor 
Johnson on You Bet Your Life. “I love many of the delightful 
anecdotes and interviews, but you really have tolove Plan 9 tolike 
this movie, with all of its amateur quality and unbalanced 
approach.” “Fits its subject cleverly—a low-budget production 
with lapses into oddity, but made with such obvious affection that 
it doesn’t matter.” “Great use of archival footage.” “Just about 
every expert on the subject of Ed Wood and his colorful past 
appear in this film.” “Might be too in-depth for non-fans.” “Satis- 
factory but not a slick production.” “No matter how intriguing the 
information, static interviews wear thin.” “The tone of the inter- 
viewer/narrator becomes annoying. The subject is entertaining 
enough without hamming it up.” Writer/producers: Harris, Mark 
Patrick Carducci. Director: Carducci 
(“really fun”). [Atomic Pictures. 1992.] 
Overall rating: 88. 


L IFE OF PYTHON 


“Surprisingly dignified” “must-see” 
behind-the-scenes documentary history 
of the Monty Python comedy troupe, fea- 
turing clips from famous routines and 
interviews with the original founders, 
“stroking themselves and each other” with 
“affection and candor”—the late Graham 
Chapman, “funny and interesting” Terry 
Gilliam (“He speaks/”), “infectiously good- 
spirited” Eric Idle, “charming, nutty 
Welshman” Terry Jones, Michael 
Palin, and “standout” John Cleese, who 
comes off as “a pretentious, self-congratu- 
latory, bitter jerk.” Producer/director 
Mark Redhead also includes “very good 
interviews” with Python admirers Steve 
Martin and Chevy Chase. “It works as humor, it works as a 
documentary, and it works as camp.” “Particularly good editing— 
this sucker moves. The segements from the shows are used to 
illustrate various points being made.” “Enjoyable, but hardly 
comprehensive. Interviews comprise about 85 per cent of the 
film.” “A few good clips, but not as good as a Python TV episode 
or feature movie. For hardcore fans only.” “A version of this was 
shown on TV. Scenes featuring the ill Graham Chapman seem to 
have been taken out.” “Enjoyable but nothing special. We’ve seen 
it before and in more complete forms.” Two dead bodies. One dead 
parrot. Exploding animated breasts. Exploding man. Tripped 
overturned double-decker bus. Arm-chopping. Leg-chopping. 
Cast: Carole Cleveland (“nice to hear from the girl who some- 
times appeared in the act”), Dan Aykroyd, Jane Curtin. [BBC/ 
Paramount. 1989/92.] Overall rating: 87. 


G RINDHOUSE HORRORS 


“Very good” “ultra-cheesy” compilation of 47 theatrical 
trailers for “fairly typical” sleazy movies from the seventies like 
Journey Into the Beyond, Cult of the Damned, Amin, Honky, Deep 
Red, Shogun Assassin and The Virgin Witch. Highlights include 
Barbara McNair “singin’ and sexin” in Jf He Hollers, Let Him 
Go, Marrie Lee as Cleopatra Wong in Devil’s Three, George 
Lazenby with a hokey mustache as “the godfather of Australian 
crime” in The Man From Hong Kong, Lou Gossett in J.D.’s 
Revenge, Michael Ansara as a power-hungry madman in The 


Doll Squad, Andrew Stevens as a high-school tough in Massa- 
cre at Central High, Marilyn Chambers in Rabid, seventies 
“sleaze stars” John Carradine, Linda Blair and Sybil 
Danning, and Street Trash, “the most outlandishly disgusting 
(and funny) trailer I’ve seen.” “This includes everything—horror, 
gore, sleaze, blaxploitation, violence, bikers, kung fu, sex, voodoo, 
devil worship, sadism, monsters, psychopaths, ax murderers, 
nymphomaniacs, rapists, good ole boys, inner city hoodlums, and 
a lot of Starsky and Hutch-type soundtrack music.” “Commands 
your attention from the first few seconds.” “New depths of 
sleaze.” “Non-stop screams and explosions.” “The Depraved has 
more kinky aardvarking in a trailer than anything I’ve ever 
seen.” “Some of the choreography in the Fearless Fighters trailer 
rivals West Side Story.” “Some of these are pretty rare.” Minority 
opinion: “Mostly boring trailers—they certainly 
don’t make you want to track the films down. No 
common theme.” One hundred sixteen dead bod- 
ies. EKighty-three breasts. Sixty-four motor ve- 
hicle chases. Two hundred forty-one explosions. 
Whipping. Crucifixion. Stabbing. Slashing, Kick- 
ing. Biting. Twenty-two Kung Fu scenes. [To 
order, send $21.95 to Killgore Productions, P.O. 
Box 65742, Washington, DC 20035. 1992.] Overall 
rating: 87. 


NDY WARHOL 
PRESENTS DRACULA 


“Languid, dreamy” “intentional camp” full of 
“srossout scenes” and “inspired weirdness,” star- 
ring Udo Kier, “a hoot” as a “truly creepy” “whiny” 
“bug-eyed” “insanely desperate” and 
“mesmerisingly tortured” Count Dracula who 
leaves Transylvania to search for virgin blood in 
Italy. There he finds four beautiful teenage daugh- 
ters of a wealthy landowner and gambler, the 
“hilarious and almost incomprehensible” Vittoria 
De Sica, “looking like an Eyetalian Colonel Sand- 
ers.” “Communist studpuppy gardener/houseboy” Joe 
Dallesandro decides to save the bachelorettes from the count by 
“unvirgining” them (“they don’t call him the handyman for 
nothing”), then “literally cuts Dracula down to size” for a “de- 
mented” finish. (But Dallesandro “sticks out like a sore thumb 
with his Brooklyn accent.”) Helping Kier in this “race between the 
sheets” is his “right-fang man,” Roman Polanski (who else?). 
“Probably the only Dracula movie with an overtly Marxist theme 
financed by a multi-millionaire artist. Unbelievable scene of 
Dracula drinking blood off the floor after a hymen-breaking.” 
“From his cadaverous features to his authentic accent to his 
frighteningly realistic seizures, Udo Kier is fangs down the best 
(re)incarnation of the count to grace the silver screen.” “The most 
realistic neck-biting-and-bloodsucking scenes [ve ever seen, 
followed by the most realistic vomiting-of-contaminated-blood 
scenes I’ve ever seen.” “Delivers the gore and sex with gusto.” “A 
little too deliberate, arty and self-conscious to be an honest 
production. It feels like the hip downtown crowd was goofing on 
horror films. Lacks that element of sincere incompetence.” “Joe 
Dallesandro’s performance is like being served by a New York 
City waiter.” “Has not aged gracefully.” “Acting is generally poor 
(but part of the fun).” “Creepy, haunting score by Claudio Gizzi, 
the same guy who did the music for Che!” Two dead bodies. 
Eighteen breasts. Four dismemberments. One double-stake- 
through-the-heart vampire-virgin sandwich. Cast: Arno 
Juerging (“standout,” “boring and monotonous” as Dracula’s 
assistant Anton), Maxime McKendry (“reminds me of Lovey 
Howell from Gilligan’s Island”). Writer/Director: Paul Morrissey 
(“script clever, direction deadpan”). [Triboro. 1974/92.] Overall 
rating: 85. 


[HE ABSENT-MINDED PROFESSOR 
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“Surprisingly fun” “witty and adult” comedy “with an ap- 





pealing cast,” starring the “great” Fred MacMurray as a college 
science professor who accidentally discovers “Flubber,” an anti- 
gravity energy-expanding plastic substance, and uses it to make 
a Model T fly. But in the meantime, he forgets his own wedding 
and incurs the wrath of his jilted bride, Nancy Olson. He must 
keep the Flubber out of the hands of greedy profiteers, including 
Keenan Wynn as a “shyster businessman gone amok,” while 
trying to salvage his relationship before he loses Olson to “evil 
and fun” Elliott Reid as a “sharp-tongued Romeo.” “There are 
some great slapstick scenées,-one with a basketball team wearing 
flubberized shoes which make them leap 20 feet high. In another, 
MacMurray steals the show at a dance with these shoes, bouncing 
all over the gym.” “All the flying scenes are adorable.” “It pokes 
fun at the government and the military. While considering 


Fred MacMurray discovers Flubber, and, more important, makes us 
actually believe in one of the silliest comedies ever made, The Absent- 
Minded Professor. 


whether to shoot down the Flubber-mobile circling the Capitol, a 
military commander seems nonchalant about the prospect of 
simultaneously killing all members of Congress!” “Note the all- 
white basketball games!” “The cropping of this wide-screen film 
really hurts.” Minority opinion: “One of the earliest in a long line 
of bad live-action Disney films.” Three motor vehicle chases. 
Three explosions. Cast: Ed Wynn (“great cameo” as a hapless fire 
chief), Tommy Kirk (“took acting lessons from the Gee Whiz 
School,” “wimp” as “pimple-faced” basketball star Biff Hawk), 
Gordon Jones (“great slow burn” as an opposing college basket- 
ball coach), Leon Ames (Shelby). Writer: Bill Walsh (“shrewd, 
clever, vaguely subversive”), from a story by Samuel W. Taylor. 
Director: Robert Stevenson. [Buena Vista/Walt Disney. 1961/ 
93.] Overall rating: 85. 


(HEY CAME FROM FANDOM 


9) 66 


“Educational” but “rambling” “choppy” “behind-the-scenes” 
interviews with sci-fi and horror filmmakers and comic-book 
professionals who came from the world of “fandom,” that loose 
association of weirdos who read comics and watch genre films and 
attend fan conventions. “If you couldn’t get tickets to the last 
Star-Trek-Doctor-Who-Lost in Space-Comic Book-He Man- 
Woman Hater’s Convention, take a look at this.” “What could 
have been a geek fest is actually pretty cute (in an icky sort of 
way).” “Annoyingly poor video quality. The director could have 
given us much more than talking heads. It somewhat resembles 
those drug-addict documentaries on public television.” High- 
lights include interviews with “genuine and funny” director Joe 
Dante, “who looks like a good-luck troll,” and the “refreshingly 
and surprisingly humble” Forry J. Ackerman, founder of Fa- 
mous Monsters of Filmland. Interviewer: Bill Warren (“breathes 
too heavy off-camera”). Featured: Don Glut, Carl Macek, Bob 
Short, Roy Thomas, Tony Timpone, Eric Caidin. Director/ 





Editor: David Arias. [Eclectic Video, 7275 Franklin Ave. #210, 
Hollywood, CA 90046. To order, send $23.95 to Lost Angel Books 
and Tapes, 800-826-8984. 1991.] Overall rating: 80. 


GM: WHEN THE LION ROARS: 
PART ONE: THE LION’S ROAR 
(1924-1936) 


“Well-made’” “slick” first installment ofa three-volume set of 
MGM film clips (the “wild-eyed” Francis Bushman on his 
chariot in Ben-Hur, Lillian Gish’s death scene in La Boheme), 
archive footage (Louis B. Mayer in a fez, Irving Thalberg’s 
funeral), commentary from stars (Joan Crawford, Freddie 
Bartholomew, Helen Hayes, and other studio memorabilia, 
hosted by the “ultra-suave” “wonderful” but “gratuitous” Patrick 
Stewart (“Why is he here?” “Why is he yelling?”). “Stewart 
bellows, smirks and over-acts enough to make you look forward 
to another tired over-used clip from The Wizard of Oz.” Of special 
interest to drive-in fans are segments on the making of Todd 
Browning's Freaks, and the beginnings of the prison film with 
The Big House. Originally premiered on Turner Network Televi- 
sion as the second highest rated documentary in history. Other 
stars featured include Lon Chaney singing the song “Lon 
Chaney’s Going to Get You” from Hollywood Revue of 1929, 
Marie Dressler (“that no-nonsense kinda gal”), Greta Garbo, 
the Marx Brothers, Johnny Weissmuller and Maureen 
O’Sullivan. “Basically you’ve got That’s Entertainment without 
the musical numbers.” “The presentation is slightly disjointed 
and rambling, but the information is absolutely fascinating.” “A 
bit slow in spots.” “Essentially a big commercial for a ‘classics’ 
video library sell-through.” “Not much that feels original.” Twenty- 
six dead bodies. Twelve breasts (before the Hays Production 
Code). One explosion. Burning Viking ship. Harpoon Fu. Writers: 
Frank Martin, Michael Henry Wilson. Director: Martin. 
[MGM/UA. 1992.] Overall rating: 79. 


Alan Abel, as Tricky Dick, reflects on his future at San Clemente, in The Faking of the President. 





[HE FAKING OF THE PRESIDENT 


“Awkward” “plotless” “unfunny” “snide, smarmy, sopho- 
moric” “one-note” satirical “mocumentary” about the career of 
Richard Nixon, starring “mediocre” producer/writer/director Alan 
Abel as “Richard M. Dixon,” but most notable for the “unique and 
hilarious” use of actual Nixon speech footage and recordings, 
“making it sound as though he’s cussin’ and making ridiculous 
statements.” (“Roy Friedman is rather creative in the choice of 
Nixon’s words, but the actual splicing seems to have been done by 
aretarded gorilla, it’s soclumsy and jerky.”) Featuring “annoying 
monologues” by seventies children’s-TV host Marshall Efron 
(“a terrible actor”) as the Dirty Trickster, Marie Cheatham in 
an “excellent” Rosemary Woods parody in which she eats audio- 
tape, and “slimy” Robert Staats as a salesman hawking burglary 
tools and kitchen-gadget torture devices. “A delightful reminder 
of what a jerk Nixon really was.” “Bad audio, bad video, bad 
production values, bad comedy. Good idea, though!” “Like a 
Saturday Night Live sketch that goes on too long, a great 10- 
minute short turned into a monotonous 85-minute feature.” 
“Probably amusing to hop-head drug-addled hippies at burnt-out 
pot parties of the 1970’s—but now?” “More inept than the Smoth- 
ers Brothers’ idiotic Another Fine Mess.” “It ain’t no Spinal Tap 
or First Family.” “Not a professional film.” “Almost perfectly 
unwatchable.” “I’m all for giving it to Nixon in the gut, but God 
Almighty, this is a piece of crap!” “Perhaps the filmmakers were 
frightened by Bergman as young children.” Twelve breasts. Nude 
volleyball. Exploding White House. Gratuituous Abe Lincoln 
impersonator. Gratuitous Barbra Streisand impersonator. Gra- 
tuitous Karen and Richard Carpenter photo. Cast: Alan 
Barinholtz, William Daprato. Producers/Writers/Directors: 
Jeanne Abel, Alan Abel. [To order, send $50 to Spencer Produc- 
tions, Inc., 234 Fifth Ave., New York, NY 10001. 1974.] Overall 
rating: 71. 


Members of the Camp Committee are William Barclay, stage designer, New York, N.Y.; Joe Benson, investigator, 
Columbus, N.J.; Raisin Blowme, zine editor, Buffalo; the late Burne Dougherty, actor/personal manager, Phoenix; Mark 
Feingold, U.S. Air Force Captain, Omaha, Neb.; Phil Oppenheim, programmer for TNT Network, Atlanta; J. Parker, real 
estate appraiser, Crestview, Fla.; Susan Pierce, Little Rock, Ark.; Brian Thomas, cartoonist, Chicago; Graham Trievel, 
Lionville, Pa.; James Van Demark, Minneapolis; John Weber, operations manager at WOGL/Philadelphia, Sharon Hill, Pa.; 
and Terry Woolston, secretary/comedy club waitress, Houston. 


E xtremely sad 
news’ from 
Denver. Andren 
Scott, Drive-In 
Academy Award 
nominee for his 
fabulous perfor- 
mance in the cult 
classic Even Hitler 
Had a Girlfriend, 
was murdered dur- 
ing a convenience 
store robbery in late 
March. He was 
nearing the end of 
the shooting sched- 
ule for the Even 


> > > 





wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits dwell. 


tors also report on 
such strange sto- 
ries as the weird life 
of Ira Einhorn, an 
advocate of Uri 
Geller and author 
ofanearly New Age 
best-seller, who 
turned out to be a 
hippie “free love” 
advocate who kept 
his own women in 
virtual slavery, and 
was so jealous that 
he was eventually 
arrested when a 
missing girlfriend’s 


Hitler sequel, which now may be delayed for quite a decomposing body was found in a trunk in his 


while, because director Ronnie Cramer is so grief- 
stricken. He and Scott had been friends since the age 
of ten. “Andy was grateful for 
Joe Bob’s praise of his perfor- 
mance,” said Cramer, “and was 
quite proud of having been nomi- 
nated for best drive-in actor 
alongside Dennis Hopper and 
Richard Roundtree. He was ex- 
cited about making another 
Hitler picture, and the filming 
had been going well. Lots of 
laughter on the set. Perhaps I'll 
be able to cut together the com- 
pleted scenes sometime.” Den- 
ver police have no clues and no 
suspects. 
€ 

At Don’t Tell Mama, the fa- 
mous cabaret and piano bar in 
midtown Manhattan, the follow- 
ing announcement is made be- 
fore each show: “Please write 
song requests on the back of a 
twenty-dollar bill. Barry Mani- 
low songs are twenty-five dol- Girlfriend. 
lars. ‘New York, New York’ will cost you fifty. Do not 
ask for ‘Memory’ from Cats, ‘Feelings, ‘If or “Tie a 
Fucking Yellow Ribbon,’ because, believe me, you 
can’t afford it.” 3 

e 

The Skeptical Inquirer is the only publication we 
know of that investigates things like psychic powers, 
UFO’s, out-of-body experiences, astrology and herbal 
medicine from a scientific perspective. All the con- 
tributors are scientists who simply apply scientific, 
reproducible tests (with placebos, control groups, 
etc.) to all claims of the paranormal. And, as you 
might expect, there are more shysters out there than 
even we were aware of, many of them appearing as 
guests on Donahue. Inits regular columns, contribu- 





Andvos Scott, as the neurotic call-girl 
addict in the classic Even Hitler Hada 


basement. (He jumped bail and is still at large, 15 
years after the crime.) The Inquirer is a fascinating 
forum for scientific skep- 
tics, and frequently re- 
prints classic articles of 
greats like the late Nobel 
Prize winner Richard P. 
Feynman, who personally 
investigated the demon- 
stration of a perpetual-mo- | 
tion machine (the account 
is hilarious), and the late 
Isaac Asimov, who care- 
fully investigated strange 
claims his whole life. We 
especially enjoyed investi- — 
gations of near-death ex- 
periences, “multiple per- 
sonalities,” and the so- 
called “multi-cultural” sci- 
ence curriculum taught in 
some high schools, which 
asserts that the ancient 
Egyptians were black, and 
that these wise black Egyp- 
tians invented modern sci- 
ence through the Book of the Dead. (We assume that 
some classes now also teach that fire is one of the 
elements.) This 112-page quarterly, edited by 
Kendrick Frazier of Albuquerque, goes for $22.50 
a year, payable to: The Skeptical Inquirer, P.O. Box 
229, Buffalo, NY 14215-0229. 
€ 
Gleeful 10-year-old murderer Mary Flora Bell 
is just one of 35 serial killers celebrated in Bloody 
Visions II, the second trading card set in the series 
that started all the controversy a couple years ago. 
Once again, Michael H. Price of Fort Worth chooses 
the killers, writes the copy, and provides the striking 
full-color illustrations, and he even includes a card 
with an anti-censorship message discussing the flurry 


of media attention he received when the first set 
came out. “Between the start-up and the 1992 pub- 
lication of our Bloody Visions package,” he writes, 
“there appeared a scattering of 
hastily produced card sets, from 
other publishing houses, deal- 
ing with the same topic in bla- 
tantly cavalier terms. Coattail 
effect or not, these jump-the- 
gun editions inevitably pro- 
voked an outcry for censorship, 
great gusts of flatulent indig- 
nation about ‘profaning’ the ‘in- 
nocence’ of the ‘trading-card’ 
medium in order to ‘glamorize’ 
miscreants. And where were 
these censors, these guardians 
of decency, during the episodes 
of child abuse that shaped the 
John Wayne Gacys and Henry 
Lee Lucases who befoul the 
planet? ...[T]Jo blame the me- 
dia for a chronic popular en- 
thrallment with menace is, as 
the novelist T. Jefferson Parker 
puts it, ‘a classic case of shoot- 
ing the messenger.” The new 
card set includes well-known 
killers like Juan Corona, Jef- 
frey Dahmer and “Legs” Dia- 
mond, as well as less notorious ones like Christine 
Falling, a deadly Florida babysitter who killed six 
children before being caught. To get Deadly Visions 
or Deadly Visions II, send $12.95 per set, plus a 
statement that you're 18 years or older, payable to: 
Larry Shell, Shel-Tone Publications, P.O. Box 45, 
Irvington, NJ 07111. 
€ 

Shel-Tone Publications, the same company that 
produces the mass murderer trading cards, has also 
just released a series called Electrified! Blues Leg- 
ends, which is 36 full-color portraits and biographies 
of blues musicians in the electric era—guys like T- 
Bone Walker, Howlin’ Wolf, Lightnin’ Sam 
Hopkins, Muddy Waters, Hound Dog Taylor, 
John Lee Hooker, Slim Harpo, Clarence 
“Gatemouth” Brown, B.B. King and Bo Diddley. 
(Why do blues guitarists have better names than any 
other performers?) Anyhow, it’s a pretty fascinating 
set, written by Fort Worth Star-Telegram film critic 
Michael H. Price and illustrated by Timothy 
Truman. You can send $12.95 for the regular cards, 
or $19.95 for a deluxe edition (signed by the creators, 
with a 15-minute cassette featuring Truman and 
Price paying homage to the blues masters), payable 
to: Shel-Tone Publications, P.O. Box 45, Irvington, 
NJ 07111. 

€ 
It had to happen. With all the martial arts 





movies around, a parody was sure to follow. And who 
better to do it than “Kato” himself, the crazed ninja 
in the Pink Panther movies? Kum Sung Woo, who 
played the part of Kato, 
is financing a picture 
called Louis and Park 
Kick Butt, written by 
Ernest Gautier, whose 
day job is dealing black- 
jack at Trump’s Castle in 
Atlantic City. 
€ 

Gorgeous B-movie 
queen Jewel Shepard 
has a breezy, chatty news- 
letter called Jewel 
Shepard Fan Club News- 
letter, which she writes 
and edits herself, and 
which is mostly accounts 
of her travels to locations, 
fan conventions, model- 
ing assignments and the 
like, and advertisements 
for her very hot photos. 
She’s one of the more so- 
cial low-budget actresses, 
hanging out with the El 
Lay gang featured in her 
book, Invasion of the B- 
Girls, and working the inlkchow circuit quite a bit. 
And, to prove what a good heart she has, a newsletter 
subscription is only five bucks for four issues, which 
we consider an amazing bargain. Send it to: Jewel 
Shepard Fan Club, P.O. Box 480265, Los Angeles, 
CA 90048. 

€ 

Prison Legal News, previously reviewed here 
very favorably, has now been expanded to 16 pages 
and will be sent to prisoners for whatever they can 
afford. (The $25 rate is for libraries and state agen- 
cies.) This excellent survey of court cases affecting 
prisoners--written by and for prisoners--is still a 
shoestring operation, however, so it’s suggested that 
prisoners get someone on the outside to purchase a 
full subscription whenever possible. It takes $500 in 
subscription money to ensure that the next monthly 
issue gets printed and mailed. Editor Paul Wright, 
an inmate at the Washington State Reformatory in 
Monroe, took exception to our comment that some of 
his crusades are “far-fetched,” especially the fight to 
restore voting rights to convicted felons. “I figure 
after prisoners get the right to vote (they have it in 
six states already),” he writes, “we can go on to fight 
for the important things like strippers and kegs on 
Friday nights and adjustable thermostats for our 
Jacuzzis.” To get the newsletter, remit to: Prison 
Legal News, c/o Paul Wright, #930783, Washington 
State Reformatory, P.O. Box 777, Monroe, WA 98272. 
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Okay, one more time, let’s go over this again... 


Everybody Gets To Talk 


very few weeks now we get 
E one of these Holocaust Revi- 
sionist battles, which is basically a 
bunch of semi-pseudo-sort-of-aca- 
demic types saying that Hitler didn’t 
really kill that many Jews in World 
War II, and that maybe the gas 
chambers didn’t really exist—and 
there are even a few guys who say 
the Holocaust didn’t happen at all. 

I have a suspicion that some of 
these guys don’t even believe what 
they’re saying. They just enjoy what 
happens when they say it. People go 
ape. Jews go ape. Gentiles go ape. 
Professors of history go ape. And 
they do everything but demand that 
we build gas chambers for the Holo- 
caust Revisionists. 

But what’s dangerous about this 
whole thing is not that people are 
saying these things—we have ac- 
cepted ways of deciding what is or is not true in 
history—but that, every time it happens, there are 
calls for actual censorship. The worst example I ever 
saw was last year at the University of Texas—which, 
for a university so large, is one of the worst defenders 
of the First Amendment in America. (I know. I was 
actually banned from performing there, for being 
politically incorrect.) 

What happened is that The Daily Texan, the 
student newspaper, printed an ad by Holocaust 
revisionist David Cole, offering his video that dis- 


R.1.P. 


Hickory Drive-In 
Hickory, North Carolina 


Republican Alert! The Hickory Drive-In, on 
U.S. 70in Hickory, North Carolina, finally had to 
be shut down, due to all the glare from the new 
developments all around it. What with lights 
from the new Circuit City, Phar-mor and Furni- 
ture Mart, you could hardly see the picture 
anymore. Wind damage to the screen didn’t help 
either. For the record, owner Kenneth Benfield 
showed Necessary Roughness and Hit Man on 
the final night of the drive-in, which he calls “a 
victim of urbanization.” Ben Honeycutt of 
Hildebrand reminds us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it can happen here. 





















putes whether the 
gas chambers at 
Auschwitz were ac- 
tually used to kill 
Jews. 

As soon as the 
issue appeared on 
campus, at least 
3,000 newspapers 
were stolen from the 
distribution bins, 
and apparently de- 
stroyed. A chemical 
engineering profes- 
sor, who had sur- 
vived Auschwitz, 
openly criticized the 
newspaper and the 
Texas Student Pub- 
lications Board, 
which voted to ac- 
cept the ad. Chabad, 
the university's Jewish organization, organized a 
boycott. The president of the Hillel Foundation said 
it was actively trying to deny Cole access to the 
media. There were letters to the editor, columns, 
editorials—all saying that the ad should have been 
rejected, because it “spreads hatred.” There was a 
demonstration, a raucous debate on campus (the 
only healthy thing that happened). And, to his eter- 
nal discredit, the editor of the paper said he agreed 


_ with the censors. He should never have accepted the 


ad. But he was overruled by the TSP Board. 

Now. Let’s take a look at this. 

What’s the result of the efforts to keep David 
Cole’s video off the market? 

You guys have empowered David Cole. You have 
contributed to his thesis—that there is a conspiracy 
to cover up what he’s talking about. 

What would have happened if the ad had simply 
been published as a matter of course, then the 
normal give-and-take debate had occurred, but never 
with any effort to deny him his say? 

He would have had to defend himself. 

Now the whole focus has shifted. The issue is not, 
“Is this man right or wrong?” The issue is “Does this 
man have the right to speak or not?” 

This is America. 

The answer is yes. He does. 

Until everybody understands that, we can’t move 
on to prove or disprove what he’s saying. 

Everybody gets to talk. 

I’m surprised I have to explain these things. 
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Strange chapters from the annals of modern civilization . . . 


The Health Food’s in 


have a question. 

How come, every time I go to San Francisco, or 
Seattle, or El Lay, or New York City, or Chicago— 
which, let’s face it, are all big old giant urban dirty 
messy places—every time I go to one of these big 
concrete cities, I always find these huge markets 





where they sell 947 kinds of fresh vegetables and 
fruits from every planet on Earth? 

But, if I go to West Texas, or South Florida, or 
New Mexico, or rural Iowa, where they grow the 
stuff, I can’t find diddly squat. 

How can this be? 

I mean, you can go into a grocery store in, say, 
Pine Bluff, Arkansas, which is right smack dab in 
the middle of one of the richest agricultural areas in 
America, and you can’t even find fresh carrots. All 
you can find is these plastic bags from Arizona or 
somewhere with rubbery denture-destroyers inside. 
And you can grow a carrot anywhere. Heck, I can 
grow a carrot, and I can’t grow anything. 

You can go to a grocery store in Biloxi, Missis- 
sippi, and find a larger selection of frozen macaroni- 
and-cheese dinners than fresh fruit, even though 
you're standing in one of the few areas of the South 
where they can grow fresh fruit almost year round. 
Yet you can go to Union Square in New York City in 
the middle of January and find some guy who’s set up 
wooden crates on the back of a pickup, selling fresh 
avocados. 

What’s going on here? 

I used to think the farmers were keeping all the 
good stuff for themselves, and selling all the lame 
fruits and vegetables to city slickers who don’t know 
any better. But the opposite seems to be true. I went 
to a grocery store in San Angelo, Texas, where the 


Newark 


fruit was so pitiful it got immediate scars on it when 
you picked it up. And there’s nothing to do out there 
except farm and ranch. 

They also have an organic health-food store in 
San Angelo that’s nothing but vitamins and stuff in 
bags and cans. But go to East Dallas and you'll find 
a huge supermarket with nothing 
but stuffthat was picked that morn- 
ing. 

So my question is, how is it 
possible that everything in the 
country that’s freshis trucked 1100 
miles a day to urban health-food 
stores, and everything that’s fro- 
‘ zen, canned, packed with preser- 
vatives, and designed to be eaten 
with Doritos and moon pies, is 
trucked in the opposite direction to 
the places where the wholesome, 
robust farmers are supposed to be 
living? 

Shouldn’t it be the opposite? 

Shouldn’t it be the people in the 
cities who are fat and under-nour- 
ished? 

But it’s not. I guarantee you it’s not. Wanna find 
some excellent junk food? Wanna find the world’s 
largest supply of frozen dinners? Go to America’s 
smallest town. 

The next time I go fishing, I’m stopping in Brook- 
lyn first, to stock up on farm-fresh veggies and grain- 
fed steaks. Cause you can’t trust those bait stands 
anymore, you know what I mean? 


Cardwell): This zany novel, bogged down with 
strange grammar and incessant skispeak (“pipes,” 
“three-pin thrush,” “boards,” “zamp,” “roomoes”), 
follows old Pete Piste from slope to slope in his 
quest to unravel the mysteries of skiing. He never 
really gets anywhere, but does meet a bevy of odd 
characters along the way like Fuchsia, Olive 
Drab, Noodle Nose and Sting Wray asking such 
profound questions as “What is the relative im- 
portance of snow to skiing?” and throwing in a few 
Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater references for good 
measure. Two stars. ($16.95. Gowans-Fine Press, 
Fairfax County, VA.) 





Dear Joe Bob, 

I’m a born-again 
Christian, and I read 
your “When Born Again 
Means Bored Again.” 
Joe, please realize that 
all Christians are not 
bored. I enjoy life more 
now than ever before. 
And by the way, the 
world calls me a Bap- 
tist. Joe, I’ve lost noth- 
ing that matters and gained a home in heaven. Joe, 
Christ loves you and died for you. Christians don’t 
lose—they gain. Eternal life! | 

Adam Kromeke 
Rhein Main, Germany 
Dear Adam: 

One of these lives is enough 

for me. 


= 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

I don’t know if you saw this 
article or not. [Article enclosed: 
“Disneys Snow Job’—“Snow 
White isn’t exactly a whole- 
some fairy tale—in fact, it 
sends a harmful message to 
our daughters”] But it looks 
like you may have some stiff 
competition in the movie critic 
arena from this bizarro N.O.B. 
Suzy Haas. Or maybe it’s just 
you presenting all the demo- 
cratic sides of an issue under 
the guise of a pseudonym. Fess 
up, Joe Bob. 

Thanks, 

Joe Kolozi 

Natroma Heights, Pa. 
Dear Joe: 

I've heard it all now. Some broad is blaming 
Hollywood for the anti-feminist message in Snow 
White? 

That story is four hundred years old. I don’t 
think Walt invented it. 

Sheesh. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Last year I was attending San Francisco State 
University, studying creative writing (essentially 
this was just an excuse to shitcan the white shirt and 
tie for a while, and indulge in my artistic illusions, 
not to mention impress the babes with my 
Faulknerian sensitivity). 

Anyway, I got quite an education. I was told, by 
faculty and students alike, what kind of stories it 
was permissible for me to write, what kind of char- 
acters I was allowed to write about, and what those 





to the Hopeless 





Identify the dominant in this relationship. 


characters could/could 
not do. Here’s a sum- 
mary: 

1. I must not write 
stories in which women 
are first-person narra- 
tors. This is offensive. 
(Anything that chal- 
lenges anyone now days 
is “offensive.”) So if I 
have an idea for a story, 
and the “voice” I hear is 
female, I must ignore that voice for fear of impinging 
on restricted territory, about which I couldn’t possi- 
bly know anything. 

2. Ditto for fe- 
male characters. 
And if I really must 
use a female char- 
acter in a story, she 
must never show 
vulnerability, weak- 
ness, indecision, 
vanity or (God for- 
bid) malice. This 
would leave me open 
to charges of sexism 
and misogyny. All 
female characters 
must conform to ap- 
proved feminist ide- 
als. 

3. Any character 
with “negative” 
traits must be a 
straight white male. 
By way of illustra- 
tion, in one writing 
workshop I was told 
I was a racist, be- 
cause I dared to write a story in which a group of 
Chicanos in Albuquerque became involved ina brawl 
with the students of a karate school. As everyone 
knows, “people of color” never initiate violence, and 
if they do (but they don’t, they don’t), their actions 
are only the result of an understandable reaction 
against the oppression that pervades every moment 
of their victimized existences. 

Well, you get the drift. It was like this for two 
semesters, with a bewildering array of permuta- 
tions. 

Why am I dumping this on you? Well, I suspect 
you ve had some similar experiences, and I’m hoping 
that if you’re feeling kinda isolated or disempowered 
(oooh, I detest that word), this letter will remind you 
that you're not alone. 

Jesse Helms doesn’t scare me. I know what his 
game is, and so do most sentient beings. But the 
feminists and the other arbiters of correctness in 
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society are far more dangerous. They censor and 
suppress in the name of progressiveness; they are 
well-organized, and it’s risky to stand up to them. 
Very risky. | 

Don’t get me wrong here, J.B. I support equal 
opportunity, equal pay for equal work, freedom of 
reproductive choice, and many other tenets of femi- 
nism. What I don’t like are bullies, of any race or 
gender. When I find them I call them by name. So do 
you, and I appreciate that, and I'll bet lots of other 
folks are damn glad there are some writers left who 
haven’t been cowed into silence. 

It’s gonna get worse. The Professionally Op- 
pressed are coming into power (which is what they’re 
all about), and it’s gonna be tough to oppose them, 
and tell anyone who'll listen that they’re minus their 
righteous clothes. Keep your humor intact, keep 
your integrity intact. Keep that needle jabbing into 
everyone’s ass, and the louder they scream, the 
harder you should twist! 

Mike Kramer 
San Francisco 
Dear Mike: 

When someone writes to me to ask, “Do you 

realize you’re perpetuating female stereotypes, eth- 


nic stereotypes, and classist stereotypes?” I have a . 


standard answer. 
“Yes »” 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 
I really want to decry the most popular (reputa- 
bly) poster in Europe, i.e., Katarina Witt topless 
after centrifugal force stripped her of her dignity 
during some figure skating competition. Why do I 
decry? Because the moral-mush-mouth-brains-with- 
out-a-home types, and you think you know who you 
are, have made this poster unavailable in the U.S. 
(not us). What is it about naked breasts that scare 
Americans more than Soviet missiles? 
Thank God It’s Friday 
When you turn on a VCR, 
Tom Lang 
Cambridge, Mass. 

Dear Tom: 

It’s not that we’re afraid of breasts. It’s those 
German-speaking breasts that scare us a little. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I retired two months ago, so now I’ve got lots of 
time to think about things. How come you haven't 
been rating movies as to the amount of men’s butt 
cleavage shown? I know a lot of women who think 
this is a big turn-on. A rating of men’s butt cleavage 
might help a lot of women who are on the edge of 
seeing a particular movie or not. 

P.S. My term “butt cleavage” may be open to 
various interpretations. It is the one or two inches in 
length exposed between the pants and shirt while 
the man, the husky macho type, is bending to work 





on some complex mechanical device. 
Carl La Fong 
Santa Clara, Calif. 
Dear Carl: 
I’ve said this before, and I'll say it one more time: 
I ain’t doing any ratings of male bew-tocks. 
Iwill give you this public service warning, though. 
Always remember, the only safe crack is the one that 
sticks up out of your underwear. 


Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 

Not only, as you can see, are you on the same 
page as Linda Ellerbee in Stars and Stripes, but you 
will be happy to know that if you fold the page right 
it makes you and Linda kiss each other. Makes you 
happy, doesn’t it? 

P.S. Your photo makes you look pretty happy. 
Linda seems pissed. 

Sincerely, 

Paul M. Lackman 

U.S. Army 

Bidingen, Germany 
Dear Paul: 

If people can make us kiss, I’m the one who 
should be pissed. 


Find That Flick 


This Week's Contest 


Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “I recently 
watched a tape of Psychopathia Sexualis (an inter- 
esting psychological exploitation flick from 1966), 
from Something Weird Video. After the movie ended 
and the Something Weird logo went off the screen, I 
was about to rewind the tape when something new 
came on. I thought at first it might be an also- 
available trailer, but instead there were a couple of 
actual scenes from another movie already in progress, 
so to speak. I don’t really know how this part of 
another movie got on this tape, but I’m not complain- 
ing. I think of it as a bonus; now I just want to know 
what that bonus is. The section I saw begins with a 
dark-haired guy in a leather jacket forcing his way 
into a girl’s apartment. Apparently, the girl (name 
Maggie) knows him but doesn’t like him. The girl’s 
booze-guzzling mother interrupts them, and Mom’s 
date recognizes the guy as the president of Silver 
Daggers, though he doesn’t explain what the Silver 
Daggers are. After a brief conversation between 
Maggie and the Silver Dagger guy, the scene abruptly 
cuts to a high school classroom, where a nerdy 
teacher named Mr. Clutch is harassed by a class 
clown. Order is restored, sort of, when a couple of 
tough-looking girls beat up the wise guy. Does any- 
one out there know what this movie is? The clothes 
look awfully seventies-ish, if that’s any help. Also, 
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some of the performers, including Maggie and the 
class clown, look vaguely familiar, though I can’t 
place any of them.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the March 7 issue, Steve Piantieri of Or- 
lando asked about “a movie that aired in about 1980- 
82... . Women ruled the world. (Novel idea, huh?) 
Men were only for procreation. All but several of the 
men were mute. Several hot babes in this movie as I 
remember. They had definite sexual interest in 
several of the man slaves in the movie.” 

We received five correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing, and heis... 

Nate Allen of Albuquerque, New Mexico: “The 
movie Steve is looking for is called Planet Earth. It 
was a TV movie made in 1974 by Gene Roddenberry. 
It starred John Saxon, Janet Margolin, Ted Cassidy 
(Lurch) and Diana Muldaur. Leonard Maltin called 
it average. The male slaves Steve talks about are 
called Dinks. Saxon organizes the Dinks and the 






Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the 1965 exploitation 
classic 5 Minutes To Love for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires 
October 31, 1994. 





















Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 5 Minutes 
To Love video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


a Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 






Ordering information for any of 
Joe Bob's five books, 1990-94 bind- 
ers, or list of back issues available 
by writing to address below. 


e INDERS ~ 









Introducing Joe Bob’s anti-Yuppie 
‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug... 


Get One While They're Hot! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-honker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ on the front 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos? ”— 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— 
plus $2.90 shipping. 


Five Minutes to a Sixties Sleazefest 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘5 Minutes To Love’ for only $10! 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 


sadistic matriarchal society to fight the Nazi-like 
mutant bad guys.” 

Additional information came from our four run- 
ners-up... 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “Hungry for an- 
other successful series along the lines of Star Trek, 
Roddenberry trotted out this ripoff idea three times: 
once earlier with Genesis II in 1973 and once later 
with Strange New World in 1975. The latter is the 
most interesting, as it was co-written by Walon 
Green (The Wild Bunch, The Border, Robocop 2), 
and its cast featured Martine Beswick, who played 
Sister Hyde in Dr. Jekyll and Sister Hyde and the 
Happy Hooker in The Happy Hooker Goes Holly- 
wood.” 

James Roberson of Dubach, Louisiana: “John 
Quade played the evil Nazi-like mutant leader. 
Roddenberry’s wife, Mabel Barrett, also of Star 
Trek, was also in Planet Earth. It was the second of 
three TV pilots. The others were Genesis 2 with Alex 
Cord in the Dylan Hunt role, and Strange New 
World, again with Saxon as Hunt. Set in the year 
2133, the plot is hilarious. Saxon, an American 
scientist, awakens from suspended animation and 
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finds a world dominated by man- 
hating matriarchs who use males 
for slaves and breeding. These 
male slaves are called ‘Dinks.’ 
Eventually Saxon leads the Dinks 
to freedom after they fight side- 
by-side with their women masters 
to defeat the mutants. A very good 
TV movie with many good-looking 
women.” 

Wes Pierce of Orlando: “As 
for the ‘several hot babes’ that 
Steve says are in this movie, ei- 
ther he thinks Diane Muldaur 
(best known for playing bitchy law- 
yer Rosalind Shayes on the TV 
show L.A. Law) is a ‘hot babe’ or 
he’s describing another flick.” 

Chuck Hush of Pough- 
keepsie, New York: “This was a 
sequel to Genesis II, a 1973 Gene 
Roddenberry TV pilot that was set 
in the 22nd century. They were 
both about a scientist who comes 
out of cryofreeze to a not ideal 
future. Both of these movies fea- 
tured Ted Cassidy, and were some 
of the best sci-fi on TV in the 
seventies, a slim category at best.” 


2 


Thunderbird Drive-In 
Hickory, North Carolina 


Republican Alert! The 
Thunderbird Drive-In in 


Hickory, North Carolina, has 
been taken over by the Springs 
Road Flea Market and shut 
down for good—just one week 
after the Hickory Drive-In, the 
only other drive-in the Catawba 


Valley, announced it was shut- 
ting down, too. Alfred Rumley 
opened the Thunderbird on Feb. 
13, 1952, with a free showing of 
Challenge to Lassie, but after 
forty years he just couldn’t 
handleit anymore. “It was mak- 
ing money,” he said, “but not 
enough money to kill yourself.” 
Ben Honeycutt of Hildebrand 
reminds us that, without eter- 
nal vigilance, it could happen 





Fanzines 


Our Two Cents. “A fun zine by two crazed 
individuals with movie reviews and com- 
ments”’—Factsheet Five. Sample issue $1. 
Our Two Cents, Rowden/Press, 1701 Man- 
hattan Ave., Union City, NJ 07087. 


Video Sales 


Saturday Matinee B-Movies—Horror, com- 
edy, mystery, westerns, serials and trail- 
ers. VHS only. Send $1 to: William Perkins, 
2900 Delk Road, Suite 700-222, Marietta, 
GA 30067. 


Miscellaneous 


Jackie “The Joke Man” Martling, head 
writer of The Howard Stern Show has re- 
leased his first CD, The Joke Man, with 
seventy-eight burning minutes of his ma- 
chine-gun joke attack. $10 plus $3 shipping 
and handling. Call 1-800-239-9988 or send 
check or money order to O.H.R., Box 62, 
East Norwich, NY 11732. (New Yorkers add 
8.25% sales tax.) 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Vincent Price TV appearances, 
especially the Mod Squad and the Tilex 
commercials. Mike Shkolnik, 638 Baxter 
Street, Eugene, OR 97402. 

e 
Wanted: Videos of Sam Fuller films, Beta or 
VHS. T.S. Iannaccone, 9728 Third Avenue 
#435, Brooklyn, NY 11209. 

e 


Wanted: Anything (drive-in, mainstream, 


etc.). Have many rare/uncut videos to trade. 
Fred Topel, 101 Dalkeith Glen, Arnold, MD 


| 
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Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
18221. 





Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
forget your signature and expiration 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 
able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. 
Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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